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Oberer,  Herbert  L. 


"Abraham  Lincoln  -  in  prose  and  in  rhyme" 


'Abraham  Lincoln,"  Poem  by  Herbert  L. 
Oberer 


EXTENSION  OF  REMARKS 

OP 

HON.  FRANK  J.  LAUSCHE 

OP  OHIO 

IN  THE  SENATE  OP  THE  UNITED  STATES 
Thursday,  February  12, 1959 
Mr.  LAUSCHE.   Mr.  President,  I  ask 
unanimous  consent  to  have  printed  in  the 
Appendix  of  the  Record  an  original 
N  poem,  by  Mr.  Herbert  L.  Oberer  of 
Youngstown,  Ohio,  which  is  extremely 

AbSham0Sncoln.VerSary  °f  the  birth  0f 
There  being  no  objection,  the  poem 

TfoZT  t0  be  Print6d  in  ihe  Record^ 
Abraham  Lincoln 

Abraham  Lincoln-in  prose  and  in  rhyme 

And^hlf^f11  eCh°  throu^h  ^endingTtae 
"  '  that'nefaid  ^  ^        »*  the 

^Tn^en  liaW°im-  haVe  ^ 

Wh6n  statT*  t0  Pll0t  OUr  land's  shiP  of 

^e  PSat:he  faC6d  ^  b°th  ma^  and 
A  nation  divided  by  cruel  civil  war 

ro^^orT°USh  ^  t0  Un5°n 

Abraham  Lincoln— with  sorrows  beset- 
With  wisdom  and  patience  his  trials  he  met 
USbear!aVy        ^  ^  was  -"efon  to 
He  never  gave  way  to  the  gloom  of  desnair 
In  the^arts  of  all  manlin^sec S  his 

^wrier^*116  ^  » 

^  hlSsigh3tS  daTk6St  moments  ^  never  lost 
Of  the  power  of  mercy  to  kindle  a  light. 
Abraham  Lincoln— his  well-earned  renown 

knowledged  his  worth 

Whe%hrL^ebaerthf  ^  "S  ™* 

Abraham  Lincoln— how  solid  his  fame! 
Abraham  Lincoln-how  hallowed  Ss  name! 

— Herbert  L.  Oberer. 


O'Brien.  Edward  J. 

FEBEUAEY  13,  1918 


ODE   IH    THE    TIME  OF        Calling  in  triumph  their  (brothers,  that  they 

may  die, 

REMEMBRiWCjJlCalling  in  triumph  to  dying  under  the  star's 
Into  the  light  from  the  night  of  the  endless 


ODE  IN  TIME  OF  REMEMBRANCE 

Read   at    the   Lincoln,   Exercises    of  the 
Twentieth  Centwry  Club,  Boston, 
February  9,  1918. 

i. 

Spring  in  the  city  running  up  the  wind, 
And  music  bursting  down  the  cloudy  ways; 
Spring  in  the  hills  behind, 
And  flaming  prescience  of  unreokoned  days. 
In   the  gray  paths  where  Lincoln's  feet 
have  trod, 

The  gusty  leaves  of  winter  mourn  in  vain, 

And  on  the  trampled  sod 

Beats  now  the  passion  of  the  driven  rain. 

Within  the  chasmed  sky  all  light  is  furled, 

Within  our  hearts  all  flame. 

There  is  an  aching  void  upon  the  world, 

And  service  is  a  passion,  not  a  name. 

But  in  our  straining  grief 
There  is  no-  soft  relief, 

Though  bugles  echo  proudly  down  the  sky. 
Still  are  our  hearts  untried, 
Though  gay  lads  are  on  the  ride 
To  find  the  Grail  with  banners  flaming 
high. 

Our  eyes  have  seen  a  sign 
Our  wills  believe  divine 

Unfolded  in  the  East  where  Lincoln  died, 
That  the  Man  against  the  Stars 
Shall  not  lead  us  to  the  wars 
With  the  lust  of  hatred  rankling  in  our 
side. 

II. 

Upon  an  April  day, 
T  heard  an  angel  say, 

With  a  flaming  sword  extended  in  his  hand, 
The  words  that  overhead 
Judged  the  living  and  the  dead 
With   the  searing   of  a  lightning-pointed 
brand. 

"Where  is  the  white  Christ  dying, 
And  whese  is  the  blood  we  shed. 

And  whom  shall  we  save  for  living, 
And  whom  dare  we  leave  for  dead? 

"He  broke  the  bread  of  His  Body, 
And  poured  the  wine  of  His  Blood, 

That  the  fields  might  climb  to  the  harvest, 
And  the  spring-tide  come  to  the  flood. 

"But  the  sun  flames  red  in  the  morning, 
And  the  black  earth  cracks  at  noon, 

And  passionate  stars  of  evtening 
Shout  their  terrible  rune. 

"And  He  waits  in  a  silent  heaven, 

Bridegroom  without  the  Bride, 
For  the  dream  that  He  died  revealing, 

Alone,  with  His  wounded  side." 

III. 

There  was  silence  in  the  stars, 
And  a  darkness  on  the  land, 
And  in  the  night  the  sea  alone  replied: 
Till  out  of  these,  cur  wars, 
By  the  wings  of  Azrael  fanned, 
Came  a   wind   of   dying   multitudes  that 
cried: 

"Night  and  the  cry  of  the  dying  unto  the 
stars 

Out  of  the  darkling  light  of  the  endless 
wars , 

Tremulous  wailing  of  children  and  crying 
cf  wives 

To  the  hidden  Child  in  the  straw  if  He  yet 
survives; 

Bursting  hearts  and  outpouring  of  an- 
guished breath 

Over  the  fields  and  the  hills  and  the  stars 
of  death; 

Stillness  no  longer  over  the  reddening 
snows, 

But  flooding  of  pain  from  the  Heart  of  the 

Mystical  Rose; 
The  rustling  of  doves  and  preying  of  kites 

in  the  corn, 
Living  by  death  on  the  eve  of  a  Christmas 

morn; 

Pulseless  llesh  in  the  welter  of  frozen  wheat 
Ground  unto  death  by  the  passion  of  tram- 
pling feet; 

Shrill  as  the  pain  of  the  dying  the  bugle's 
cry. 


"Glory  for  dying  and  music  piping  pain 
That  wakens  to  grieving  answer  the  moun- 
tains, fain 

To  gather  in  silence  within  their  brooding 
breast 

The  flocking  of  those  whom  their  striving 

hath  given  rest, 
The  flocking  of  those  they  left,  under  the 

starry  skies 
With  the  wounded  Hands  and  Feet  and  the 

pleading  Eyes; 
Those  they  left  alone  in  the  dying  day, 
Fallen  under  their  skies  on  the  bloody  way. 
Driven  on  and  on  where  their  brothers  trod 
Upward  unto  their  doom  on  the  hill  of  God; 
Dying  to  shrilling  of  bugles  and  rattle  of 

drums 

Where  the  conquering  tide  with  the  roar- 
ing whirlwind  comes; 
Hearts   beating   close  to   the   rhythm  of 

marching  feet 
Failing  to  answer  at  last  when  the  gray 

waves  meet, 
Drowned  in  the  music  of  throbbing,  quench- 
less pain, 

To  rise  in  the  Light  of  the  Eyes  of  the  Risen 
Slain. 

"But  woe  to  the  living  mothers  under  the 
sky; 

Woe  to  the  naked  children  who  may  not 
die. 

Who  cling  with  wistful  lips  and  hungering 
eyes 

To  the  milkless  breast  of  the  stark-faced 

mother  who  lies 
Dreaming   of  death   in   the   light  of  the 

frozen  dawn, 
'Mid  the  living  eyes  of  the  vultures  on 

Christmas  morn; 
Woe  to  the  old  whom  their  children  have 

left  to  reap 
The  harvest  of  death  that  their  own  hands 

might  not  keep. 
Tet  to  these,  the  poor,  who  ramble  the 

sodden  roads 
With  bleeding  feet  that  the  lash  of  the 

ruler  goads, 
There  is  white  peace  dropping  slowly  into 

the  grave 

That  their  patience  earns  and  their  shining 

sorrows  crave. 
But  better  the  heart  of  lust  and  the  will  for 

power 

Had  died  in  the  womb  that  bore  them  ere 
this  hour, 

For   their   gnawing   eternal   passion  may 
never  die 

In  the  brooding  void  of  their  souls.    Is  it 
thou?     Is  it  I?" 

IV. 

Then  the  nation's  will  awoke, 
As  the  voice  of  Lincoln  spoke 
Sad  Witn  knowledge  and  with  longing  and 
regret, 

While  his  eyes  looked  into  thine 
With  a  loneliness  divine, 
For  his  will  that  drove  him  on  with  pas- 
sion yet. 

Lord  of  the  dark  and  storming  host 
In  pride  of  battle  sternly  strong. 
His  dream  shall  curb  thy  haughty  ghost, 

His  will  abides  the  ancient  wrong. 
When  fate  shall  stem  the  bloody  tide, 
Put  thou  thine  hand  into  His  Side. 

"The  flash  of  levined  thundercloud 

And  crash  of  lusting  turpitude 
Shake  not  our  weakness,  but  unbowed 

In  flood  of  anguished  plenitude 
Our  passion  shouts  unto  the  Skies: 
Thou  durst  not  gaze  into  His  Eyes. 

"When  the  pale  Shepherd  of  thy  fate 
Within  the  blackened,  roofless  shrine 

In  silent  patience  only  great 

Shall  break  the  bread  and  pour  the  wine, 

Remember  thou  the  crimson  flood: 

This  was  My  Body,  This  My  Blood." 

And  he  bowed  his  lonely  head, 
As  he  gazed  upon  the  dead 
Fallen  gladly  at  the  last,  most  passionate 
tryst, 

And  in  the  pulsing  air 

His  rugged  .face  was  fair, 

And  in  his  starry  ayes  1  saw  the  Christ. 

Edward  J.  O'Bbibn 


"Spring  in  the  city 
running    up  the 
wing" 


O'Connor,  Eileen  TO  LINCOLN  "Lincoln,  your  face  ingentle 

majesty" 


TO  LINCOLN. 

Lincoln,  your  face  in  gentle  majesty 
Has  haunted  me  these  many  years.  Afar 
In  ancient  foreign  town  that  cradled  me, 
Before  I  knew  your  land  would  be  a  star,' 
A  replica  of  your  death  mask  was  my  shrine; 
And  in  that  sculptured  clay  this  soul  of  mine 
Beheld  the  deathless  loneliness  of  man, 
Beheld  the  warm  and  loving  heart  of  man, 
Beheld  the  white  and  shining  soul  of  man, 
Beheld  the  deathless  God  and  Christ  in  man. 
America  claims  you  as  her  son; 
The  world  acclaims  the  unity  you  won. 

Eileen  O'Connor. 


erman,  Madge 


LINCOLN 


"Slaves  in  the  desert,  and  Lincoln 
the  river 


Lincoln 

Slaves  in  the  desert,  and  Lincoln  the 
river 

That  seemed  to  flow  to  quench  that 
—  thirst  of  theirs; 

Slaves  in  a  weary-land,  and  Lincoln 
r<  the  giver 

Of  hope,  to  lift  their  burdens  and  their 
cares. 

Lincoln  a  rock  of  strength,  he  the 
Gibraltar, 

To  whom   one'd  cling  when  danger 

would  come; 
And  ™'  $e  resting-Place-  when  steps 

would  falter, 
When  journeys  proved  too  long  and 

wearisome.  6 

^  Lincoln  h6r0!  And  U'S  this  same 
Wh°  trueiS  greatness-  always  humble, 

A1WaycoinVing'  and  S3  kind— it's  Lin- 
Whom  on  this  day  we  give  Hero-wor- 
ship to.        MADGE  OFFERMAN 


0 -levee,  Louise  M 


OUR  COUNTRY'S  VALENTINE 


"Brave  Washington 
and  Lincoln," 


TH  E     SUN  BEAM 


23 


©mm  ©©MKiTiF^f ' 


13  Irave  Washington 

and  Lincoln, 
The  whole  world 
honors  jou, 
We  celebrate^our* 

birthdays, 
Our  heroes, brave  and true 


Our  valentine  we'll 

make^jyou 
Forthis  our  land  so 

fair ; 
VAthin  our  hearts 
we'll  placej/ou, 
And  everkeepyou  there. 

Louise  M.Ckflevee 


Olson,  Deon  He there ott 


An  arti st,  mois t eni ng  his  hrushe s " 


An  artist, .  moistening  his  brushes, 
Began  to  paint  a  life-sized  canvas. 

Head  and  shoulders  first  were  shaping, 

Shoulders  strong  and  broad  and  wiry. 

Body  lean  and  disconnected, 

Lanky  as  an  adolescent. 

Large  and  long  and  firmly  planted 

Were  the  feet  the  artist  painted; 

As  firm  the  steps  the  feet  had  taken 

Following  the  mind's  direction. 

Energetic  hands  and  fingers 
Shaped  beneath  the  artist's  brushes. 
They  had  cleared  and  plowed  and  planted, 
Hands  with  sweat  and  grime  besmeared, 
Hands  which  once  had  wielded  axes 
Splitting  ties  that  linked  a  nation, 
Gnarled  and  worn  from  toilsome  labor — 
.   Yet  so  kind,  so  gentle,  loving. 

The  brow  was  broad  and  deeply  furrowed 
From  the  blazing  sun  of  summer, 
From  the  sun  on  snow  in  winter, 
From  an  inner  pain  and:  worry. 
Then  th*  artist  with  his  brushes 
Painted  in  the  homely  features. 
Drew  the  eyes  with  understanding; 
Filled  grey  eyes  with  deep  compassion, 
Eyes  which,  like  the  Man  of  Sorrows 
From  Gethsemane,  showed  anguish. 

Cheek  was  gaunt  and  chin  had  firmness. 

Drew  the  Hps  so  sweet  and  gentle, 

Filled  them  with  a  love  as  tender, 

Sketched  the  mouth  with  strength  and  meaning. 

Amusement  lines  about  the  corners 

Mingled  with  deep  threads  of  sorrow, 

This  the  portrait  of  a  farmer 

Born  to  poverty  and  sorrow. 

One  room  cabin  was  his  birthplace: 

Man  of  meager  education, 

Lawyer,  statesman  and  backwoodsman, 

President  and  man  of  family. 

Fearing  tyranny  and  hatred, 
He  quickly  angered  to  injustice. 
Loving  mankind,  understanding, 
Creed  and  color  made  no  difference. 
A  loving  husband,  friend  and  father^ 
Compassion  was  his  greatest  virtue. 

Through  his  life  his  angel  mother, 
Dear  companion  of  his  childhood, 
Source  of  constant  inspiration, 
Filled  his  soul  with  grace  and  wisdom. 
Once  again  the  artist's  brushes 
Touched  the  ©yes  and  lips  with  humor. 

Finished  was  the  homely  portrait  

Portrait  of  a  man  named  Lincoln. 

Humble  was  the  low  beginning; 
Tragic  was  the  fatal  ending; 
Glorious  the  way  of  living; 
Glorious  the  great  achievements. 
Exemplary  of  human  virtues 
Was  this  man  of  God  named  Lincoln. 

Deon  Nethercott  Olson 
2686  Kenwood  St.    Salt  Lake  City  6,  Utah 


O'Mahony,  J.  P. 


Abraham  Lincoln 


*Above  the  swirling  temptest  of  our  tim< 


oJj&X^t.  "t^xmx  J 

Abraham  Lincoln  .2 -/i- 3f 
Above  the  swirling  tempest  of  our 
time 

Behold    the    visage,    sad  serene, 
sublime, 

Recalling  all  he  suffered  and  en- 
dured 

And  spent  himself  that  Union  be 
secured; 

Holding  to  all  the  nation's  fathers 
taught. 

And  ever  mindful  of  the  things  they 
wrought. 

Martyred.    Alas!    After  the  fight 
he  fought. 

Lead  us  Great  Captain  through  the 

gloom  today. 
Inspire  our  leaders  on  their  perilous 

way, 

Naught  else  can  save  us  but  the 

help  Divine, 
Constant    in    faith    as    was  that 

heart  of  thine. 
Only  the  solid  saneness  of  your 

soul, 

Left  as  a  heritage,  oan  shape  our 
fate — 

Now  help  his  hand,  who  guides  our 
ship  of  state. 

—J.  P.  O'Mahony. 

Pponle  Are  Interesting 


0' Nolan,  Martin 


LINCOLN-1941 


"On  silent,   silver  ni~hts 
like  this," 


LINCOLN— 1911    j.  -  /  X- 

gn  silent,  silver  nights  like  this,  when  clear 
n  drifting  snow  the  sparkling  shadow  lies 
And  breathless,  from  the  starry  vault  I 
hear 

The  crying  of  the  prophets  and  my  eyes 
Behold  the  vision  of  strange  things  to 
be— 

Then  as  winged  fire  there  falls  on  me 

new  might, 
While  in  my  hand  seems  placed  a  rod  to 
smite 

The  rock,  whence  living  waters  shall  make 
free 

The  souls  in  chains  and  night. 

For  by  so  much  as  all  dear  things  are 
dear 

(This  world  for  freemen  beautiful  and 
good, 

rhese  tender  touches  of  the  changing  year. 
Ihis  joy  of  peace,  this  Christian  brother- 
hood), 

By  so  much  more  the  sharp  exquisite  pain, 
rhe  mute  unmeaning  seasons'  wax  and 
wane, 

To  these  that  with  bent  backs  and  fettered 
feet 

Drag  on  a  lengthening  chain. 

Not  with  these  eyes  of  mind  shall  i  behold 
The  reckoning  day  whereon  the  flaming 
sword, 

By  thunders  led,  and  terrors  manifold, 
Proclaims  the  awful  whisper  of  the  Lord. 
And  yet  across  this  northern  rise  of 
ground. 

A  far -'borne  hymn  of  bloody  battle  hums, 
As  clamor  of  the  mortal  conflict  comes, 
And  spirit  leaps  to  hear  the  trumpets* 
sound, 

And  roll  of  muffled  drums. 

I4<^^jfi^u^-  MARTIN  O 'NOLAN. 


Collier's  March  Fiction  Number 


The  Lincoln-Child 


By 

JAMES  OPPRNHEIM 

C CLEARING  in  the  forest. 
J    In  Hip  wild  Kentticky  forest. 
And  the  stars,  wintry  slurs  strewn  above! 
0  Night  that  is  the  starriest 
Since  Ikirlh  began  to  roll — 
For  a  Ho ul 
Is  born  out  of  Love! 

Mother  love,  father  love,  love  of  Eternal  Clod — 
Stars  hare  pushed  aside  to  let  him  through — 
Through  heaven's  sun-sown  deeps 
One  sparkling  rag  of  Clod 
Strikes  the  clod — 

(And  while  an  angel-host  through  wood  and  clear- 
ing sweeps ! ) 
Bom  in  the  Wild 
The  Child— 
Naked,  ruddy,  new, 

Wakes  with  the  piteous  human  cry  and  at  the 
mother-heart  sleeps. 

TO  the  mother  ivild  berries  and  honey, 
To  the  father  awe  without  end. 
To  the  child  a  swaddling  of  flannel — 
And  a  dawn  rolls  sharp  and  sunny 
And  the  skies  of  winter  bend 
To  see  the  first  sweet  ivord  penned 
In  the  godliest  human  annul. 

FRAIL  Mother  of  the  Wilderness- 
How  strange  the  world  shines  in 
And  the  cabin  becomes  chapel 
And  the  baby  reveals  God — 
Sin  et   \liith<  r  of  the  Wilderness, 
New  worlds  for  you  begin, 
You  have  tasted  of  the  apple 
That  qiveth  wisdom  starred.  "Str 

D-0  you.  dream,  as  all  Mothers  dream, 
That  the  child  at  your  heart  * 
Is  a  marvel  apart, 
A  frail  star-beam 
Unearthly  splendid? 
Ah,  you  are  the  one  mother 
Whose  dream  shall  come  true, 
Though  another,  not  you, 
Shall  see  it  ended. 


SOON  in  the  wide  wilderness, 
On  a  branch  blown  over  a  creek. 
Up  a  trail  of  the  wild  coon, 
In  a  lair  of  the  wild  bee, 
The  wildling  boy,  by  Danger's  stress, 
Learnt  the  speech  the  wild  things  speak, 
Learnt  the  Earth's  eternal  tune 
Of  God  and  starred  Eternity — 
Went  to  school  where  God  Himself  was  master,. 
Went  to  church  where  Earth  was  minister — 
And  in  Danger  and  Disaster 
Fell  his  future  manhood  stir! 

ALL  about  him  lay  the  land. 
j\     Eastern  cities,  Western  prairie, 
Wild,  immeasurable,  grand, 

But  he  was  lost  where  blossomy  boughs  make  airy. 

Bowers  in  the  forest,  and  the  sand 

Makes  brook-water  a  clear  mirror  that  gives  back 

Green  branches  and  trunks  black 

And  clouds  across  the  heavens  lightly  fanned. 

YET  all  the  Future  dreams,  eager  to  waken, 
Within  that  woodland  soul — 
And  the  bough  of  boy  has  only  to  be  shaken 
That  the  fruit  drop  whereby  this  Earth  shall  roll 
A  little  nearer  God  than  ever  before. 
Little  recks  he  of  war, 

Of  national  millions  waiting  on  his  word — 
Dreams  still  the  Event  unstirred 
In  the  heart  of  the  boy,  the  little  babe  of  the  wild — 
But  the  years  hurry  and  the  tide  of  the  sea 
Of  Time  flows  fast  and  ebbs,  and  he,  even  he. 
Must  leave  the  wilderness,  the  wood-haunts  wild — 
Soon  shall  the  cyclone  of  Humanity 
Tearing  through  Earth  suck  up  this  little  child 
And  whirl  him  to  the  top,  where  he  shall  be 
Riding  the  storm-column  in  the  lightning-stroke, 
Calm  at  the  peak,  while  down  below  worlds  rage. 
And  Earth  goes  out  in  blood  and  battle-smoke, 
And  leaves  him  with  the  sun-^-an  epoch  and  an 
age! 

HUSHED  be  our  hearts,  and  veneration 
Steep  us  in  joy, 
Hushed  be  our  mills,  while  a  saved  nation. 
Reveres  this  boy! 

Hushed  be  our  homes,  while  a  holy  elation 
Makes  the  heart  mild — 
Each  home  has  a  child 

And  we  worship  a  rape  of  Lincolns  in  each  that 

we  love! 
No,  they  may  not  stand  above 
The  storm  and  steer  the  States, 
These,  little  children  that  arc  born  from  us — 


The  still  existent  spring  of  water  on  the  Lincoln  Farm,  where  Lincoln  as  a  child  played 


No,  they  may  not  Lincolns  prove 
In  the  grandeur  of  their  fates — 
But  Lincolns  let  them  be  in  the  heart  and  in  the 

soul  

Even  thus 

Shall  our  Earth  again  toward  God  a.  little  swifter, 

nearer  roll, 
Even  thus 

Shall  our  children  touch  the  stars  where  we  have 

only  glimpsed  the  Goal. 
Even  thus  and  only  thus 
Through  the  Future's  arch-like  span 
May  they  go  American! 
In  his  spirit  shall  they  grow), 
'To  his  law  they  shall  be  bound, 
With  his  light  of  God  shall  glow, 
With  his  love  of  Man  be  crowned! 

THINK  of  the  miracle! 
A  child  so  like  our  child, 
A  babe  born  in  the  wild, 

A  little  clod  of  clay,  sweet  blossoming  and  beautiful. 

Earth  that  is  dumb  and  dead, 

Earth  risen  in  child-shape, 

And  suddenly  agape 

Are  the  eyes  and  lips,  and  spread 

Is  the  heart  and  coiled  the  brain — 

And  lo,  the  Silences  are  slain — 

In  our  Wilderness  of  Silence  where  we  were  only 

two, 
Man  and  Wife, 

Comes  this  third  and  like  the  voice  of  God  breaks 

through 
With  his  life — 

And  he  answers  back  our  Silence  with  his  babbling, 

wordy  strife — 
Born  of  woman, 
Born  of  man, 
He  is  human 
And  he  can 

Grow  beyond  us  in  the  grandeur  we  began! 

And  none  greater  than  this  boy 

Whom  this  day 

We  revere  with  holy  joy, 

And  we  thank  the  stars  the  clay 

In  Kentucky  took  on  human  shape  and  spoke, 

In  the  Wilderness  awoke, 

In  the  woodlands  grew  a  creature  of  the  icild, 
This  February  child! 

AND  lo.  as  he  grew  ugly,  gaunt, 
x\_    And  gnarled  his  way  into  a  man. 
What  wisdom  came  to  feed  his  want, 
What  worlds  came  near  to  let  him  scan — 
And  as  he  fathomed  through  and  through 
Our  dark  and  sorry  human  scheme. 
He  knew  ivhat  Shakespeare  never  knew, 
What  Dante  never  dared  to  dream — 
That  Man  is  one 
Beneath  the  sun, 
And  all  are  equal  before  God — 
This  truth  was  his, 
And  this  it  is 

That  makes  him  more  than  mortals  starred — 

For  not  alone  he  knew  it  as  a  truth. 

He  made  it  of  his  blood,  and  of  his  brain — 

He  crowned  it  on  the  day  when  piteous  Booth 

Sent  a  whole  land  to  weeping  with  world-pain- — 

When  a  black  cloud  blotted  the  sun 

And  men  stopped  in  the  streets  to  sob, 

To  think  Old  Abe  teas  dead — 

Dead,  and  the  day's  work  still  undone, 

Dead,  and  ivar's  ruining  heart  athrob. 

And  earth  with  fields  of  carnage  freshly  spread — 

Millions  died  fighting, 


But  in  this  man  we  mourned 

Those  millions,  and  one  other — 

And  the  States  to-day  uniting. 

North  and,  South, 

East  and  West, 

Speak  with  a  people's  mouth 

A  rhapsody  of  rest 

To  him  our  beloved  best, 

Our  big,  gaunt,  homely  brother — 

Our  huge  Atlantic  coast-storm  in  a  shaiol, 

Our  cyclone  in  a  smile — our  President, 

Who  knew  and  loved  us  all 

M7ith  love  more  eloquent 

Than  his  own  words — with  Love  that  in  real  deeds 
was  spent. 

SHELLEY'S  was  a  world  of  Love, 
Carlyle's  was  a  world  of  Work, 
Bat  Lincoln's  ivas  a  world  above 
That  of  a  dreamer  or  a  clerk — 
Lincoln  wed  the  one  to  the  other — 
Made  his  a  world. where  love  gets  into  deeds — 
Where  man  was  more  than  merely  brother, 
Where  the  high  Love  ivas  meeting  human  needs! 
And  lo,  he  made  this  plan 
Memorably  American! 

Through  all  his  life  this  mighty  Faith  unfurled! 

0  let  us  see,  and  let  us  know 

That  if  our  hearts  could  catch  his  glow 

A  faith  like  Lincoln's  would  transform  the  world! 

OH,  to  pour  love  through  deeds — 
To  be  as  Lincoln  was! — 
That  all  the  land  might  fill  its  daily  needs 
Glorified  by  a  human  Cause! 
Then  were  America  a  vast  World-Torch 
Flaming  a  faith  across  the  dying  Earth. 
Proclaiming  from  the  Atlantic's  rocky  porch 
That  a  New  World  was  struggling  at  the  Birth! 

AH,  is  this  not  the  day 

f\    That  rolls  the  Earth  back  to  that  mighty  hour 
When  the  sweet  babe  in  the  log-cabin  lay 
And  God  was  in  the  room,  a  Presence  and  a 
Power? — 

When  all  ivas  sacred — even  the  father's  heart — 

And  the  stirred  Wilderness  stood  still, 

And  roaring  flume  and  shining  hill 

Felt  the  working  of  God's  Will? 

0  living  God,  O  Thou  who  living  art. 

And  real,  and  near,  draw,  as  at  that  babe's  birth, 

Into  our  souls  and  sanctify  our  Earth — 

Let  down.  Thy  strength  that  we  endure 

Mighty  and  pure. 

As  mothers  and.  fathers  of  our  own  Lincoln-child — 
Make  us  more  wise,  more  true,  more  strong,  more 
mild, 

That  we  may  day  by  day 

Rear  this  wild  blossom  through  its  soft  petals  of 
clay, 

That  hour  by  hour 

We  may  endow  it  with  more  human  power 

Than  is  our  own — 

That  it  may  reach  the  goal 

Our  Lincoln  long  has  shown! — 

0  Child — flesh  of  our  flesh,  bone  of  our  bone, 

Soul  torn  from  out  our  Soul! 

May  you  be  great,  and  pure,  and  beautiful — 

A  Soul  to  search  this  world 

To  be  a  father,  brother,  comrade,  son, 

A  toiler  powerful, 

A  man  with  strength  unfurled, 

A  man  whose  toil  is  done 

One  with  God's  Law  above, 

Work  wrought  through  Love! 

February  19,  1909 


Ordway,  Rosalene  M. 


ABE  LIITCOLN  BEATS  THEM  ALL 


"In  eighteen  hundred 
nine,  sir,  so  all  the 
hist'ries  say," 


Abe  Lincoln  Beats  Them  All. 

[Written  by  Rosalene  M.  Ordway,  lecturer  of  | 
Silver  Leaf  grange,  Fairlee,  Vt.,  for  "Lin-  I 
coin  Night"  program,  February,  1911.    Ar- I 
ranged    for   tune   on    page   175,  "Grange 
Melodies"  song  book.] 
In   eighteen   hundred   nine,    sir,    so   all  the 

hist'ries  say, 
On  February  twelve,  Abe  first  saw  the  light 
of  day ; 

He  grew  to  noble  manhood,  and  more  than  six 
feet  tall, 

And  friends  and  foes  alike,  "Honest  Abe" 
his  name  did  call. 

Chorus : 

Abe  Lincoln  beats  them  all,  in  cabin  or  in 
hall, 

Throughout  our  grand  old  nation  Abe  Lin- 
coln beats  them  all. 

In  legislative  halls,  sir,  in  Illinois  state, 

We  find  our  humble  servant,  for  years  that 
number  eight, 

Who  challenged  him  in  argument  on  ques- 
tions of  debate 

Would  find  Abe  caused  their  downfall,  it 
surely  was  their  fate. 

Chorus. 

The  presidential  chair,  sir,  he  soon  was  called 
to  fill, 

And  all  his  various  duties  were  done  with 

right  good  will; 
In  time  of  strife  and  discord,  I  think  yon  will 

agree, 

He  crowned  his  life  with  glory  when  he  set 
the  slaves  all  free. 

Chorus. 

On  farm  or  on  a  flat-boat,  or  splitting  of  the 
rails, 

As  lawyer  at  the  bar,  or  in  sorting  of  the 
mails, 

As  ruler  of  our  nation  this  martyred  Presi- 
dent 

Is  worthy  of  our  honor  for  his  life  so  nobly 
spent. 

Chorus. 


Orr ,  Hugh  Ro"bert 


Lincoln 


"Born  to  the  simple  life 


A  LINE  0'  TYPE  OR  TWO 

Hew  to  the  Line,  let  the 
quips  fall  where  they  may. 

LINCOLN. 

Born  to  the  simple  life,  son  of  the  soil, 
He  knew  the  travail  of  mens  hearts,  the  toil 
That  turns  the  wilderness  a  fruitful  field, 
The  pioneer's  fervid  faith,  the  hopes  that  yield 
The  far  fulfillment  of  the  prophet's  dream — 
He  trod  the  dust  yet  saw  the  stars  that  gleam. 
By  all  that  made  men  weep  he  was  made  sad. 
In  all  their  love  and  laughter  he  was  glad; 
He  Was  ordained  to  set  the  captive  free, 
Proclaim  the  day  of  God  and  Liberty, 
To  wake  a  world  and  on  his  cross  apart. 
Forgiving  all,  to  bear  a  broken  heart. 
Fallen  and  dead  he  is  come  forth  to  stand 
A  living  Christ  in  our  wide  western  land. 

Hugh  Robert  Orr. 



Orr,  Eugi  Robert 


Lincoln 


Bom  to  the  simple  life,  son  of  the  s© 


LINCOLN 

Born  to  the  simple  life  son  pf_ 

He  knew  the  travail  of  men's  hearts,  tne 

Tha/turns  the  wilderness  to  fruitful  field 
The  Pioneer's  fervid  faith,  the  hopes  that 
yield  , 
The    far    fulfillment    of    the  prophets 

dream—  *v!_i 
He  trod  the  dust  yet  saw  the  stars  that 

By  anthTt  made  men  weep  he  was  made 
sad. 

In  all  their  love  and  laughter  he  was 

glad ;  . 
He  was  ordained  to  set  the  captive  free. 
Proclaim  the  day  of  God  and  Liberty, 
To  make  a  world  and  on  his  cross  apart, 
Forgiving  all.  to  bear  a  broken  heart. 
Fallen   and  dead  he  is  come  forth  t 
stand 

A.  living  Christ  in  our  wide  Western  land. 


Orr,  Hugh  Robert 


LINCOLN 


"Born  to  the  simple  life,  son 
of  the  soil  — n 


The  Target,  February  7,  1925. 


Lincoln 

BORN  to  the  simple  life,  so?i  of  the  soil, 
He  knew  the  travail  of  men's  hearts,  the 
toil 

That  turns  the  wilderness  to  fruitful  field, 
The  pioneer' s  fervid  faith,  the  hopes  that  yield 
The  far  fulfillment  of  the  prophet's  dream — 
He  trod  the  dust  yet  saw  the  stars  that  gleam. 
By  all  that  made  men  weep  he  was  made  sad, 
In  all  their  love  and  laughter  he  was  glad. 
H e  was  ordained  to  set  the  captive  free, 
Proclaim  the  day  of  God  and  Liberty, 
To  make  a  world  and  on  his  cross  apart, 
Forgiving  all,  to  bear  a  broken  heart. 
Fallen  and  dead  he  is  come  forth  to  stand 
A  living  Christ  in  our  wide  Western  land. 
— Hugh  Robert  Orr,  in  Pi  Magazine. 


ABRAHAM  LINCOLN 
Harrington,  Joe  "They  called  him,  'Honest  ADe,,n 


7 


ALL  SORTS 

— By— 

JOE  HARRINGTON 


.  ABRAHAM  LINCOLN 

"Love  thy  brother  as  thyself" 
They  called  him  "Honest  Abe," 
But  he  was  more — much  more: 
A  brother  to  all  men, 
And  kindly  to  the  core. 
His  face,  a  rugged  map, 
Showed  lines  of  grave  concern 
For  anguished  North  and  South, 
And  lessons  they  must  learn. 

His  understanding  heart 
F  or  gave  with  Godly  grace; 
Of  malice  toward  enemies, 
He  harbored  not  a  trace. 
Simplicity  and  truth 
Were  attributes  innate  .  .  . 
These  same  sterling  qualities 
Made  Lincoln  truly  great 

mary  Lincoln'  orr. 

Beacon  Hill. 

»  OS 


Ov^rholt ,  Miles 


Behold  this  Man 


"Behold. .this  man1.    Let  others' 


Behold  this  Man!    Let  others 
write 

His  character,  his  rugged 
mien, 

His  fervent  battle  for  the  Right, 
About  his  soul  so  pure  and 
clean. 

But  let  me  tell  in  language  shorn 
Of  lilting  lines  and  muted  song 
The  proof  that  such  a  soul  was 
born 

To  dwell  forever  midst  the 
throng. 

The  Lincoln  Highway,  rugged, 
plain, 

The  Lincoln  counties,  Lincoln 
Way, 

The  Lincoln  cities,  Lincoln 
Lane, 

The  Lincoln  penny,  Lincoln 
Play. 

A.  myriad  of  Lincoln  brands, 
Aesthetic,  common,  old  and 
new, 

Sent  forth  to  all  the  distant 
lands 

As  emblems  of  the  best  and 
true. 

Behold  this  Man!    Let  others 
tell 

The  rhythmic  glamours  of  his 
fate, 

And  weave  a  fine,  poetic  spell — 
I  furnish  proof  that  he  was 
great! 

— MILES  OVERHOLT 


raigj  ■■■■■■■  ■■■  ■■■■■■  ■■■■■■nrma 


Gverneyer ,  Robert 


JU3RAHAM  LINCOLN 


"Born  in  a  cabin  in  Illi 


no  is 


Abraham  Lincoln 

Born  in  a  cabin  in  Illinois, 

Raised    in    the    backwoods  and 
wilderness, 

Abraham  Lincoln,  the  model  of  boys, 
Toiled  and  labored  to  nobleness. 


Leading  the  forces  of  righteousness, 
He  shackled  the  forces  of  tyranny. 
He  fought  for  his  principles  of  noble- 
ness, 

And  guided  the  nation  to  safety. 
—ROBERT  OVERMEYER, 
Central  Catholic  High  School. 


Owen,  Marion 


LINCOLN  AT  REST 


"Rest  thou  in  peace,  Martyr  of 
earth" 


LINCOLN  AT  REST 

THE  MESSAGE 


Rest  thou  in  peace, 

Martyr  of  earth, 
Destined  to  serve 

From  day  of  thy  birth. 
Spirit  of  justice, 

Tender  and  proud, 
Pillowed  in  glory, 

Fame  for  thy  shroud, 
Heaven  for  thy  home, 

Thy  memory  so  blessed ; 
Sacred  thy  story, 

Lincoln  at  rest. 

Fire  of  thy  soul 

To  lighten  our  way, 
Millions  are  groping, 

In  darkness  today; 
Send  us  a  message, 

Whisper  the  cure, 
Pledged  that  this  nation 

Shall  forever  endure. 
Healing  for  Southland, 

North,  East  and  West, 
Spirit  of  brotherhood — 

Lincoln  at  rest. 


Bring  to  the  storehouse 

The  gifts  that  are  thine, 
Proving  each  scripture 

And  promise  divine. 
Open  your  windows, 

Blessing  receive, 
Hoping  and  praying 

Faith  will  achieve, 
Helping  each  other 

God  knoweth  best; 
World  in  transition, 

Lincoln  at  rest. 

Onward  thy  watchword, 

Man  of  free  grace, 
Firm  was  thy  hand, 

And  kindly  thy  face. 
With  charity  for  all, 

And  malice  to  none. 
Wings  with  rays 

Of  each  rising  sun, 
Glory  of  noon  day, 

Golden  the  west, 
Crowned  with  immortals, 

Lincoln  at  rest. 
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